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ACT     I. 


5cene:  The  Church  of  Sant' Andrea  a!!a  Valle. 

R. — The  Attavanti  Chapel.     L. — Scaffolding,   dais,  easel   supporting  a  large 
picture  covered  by  a  cloth.     Accessories  of  the  painting  craft.     A  basket. 


(Enter  Angelottl  L  ,  in  prison  garb,  harassed,  dishevelled,  panic-stricken,  well-nigh  breathlcw 
with  fear  and  hurry.     He  casts  a  hasty  glance  around  him) 

Angelottl 

Ah  !  I  have  baulked  them  ...  dread  imagination 
Made  me  quake  with  uncalled-for  perturbation. 

{shuddering,  he  again  looks  round  him,  curiously  and  somewhat  more  calmly,  heaving  a  sigh  ol 
relief  as  he  recognises  a  pillar-shrine  containing  an  image  of  the  Virgin  and  surmounting  a 
receptacle  for  Holy  Water) 

The  pila  ...  and  the  column. 

My  sister  wrote  to  tell  me 

11  At  the  foot  of  the  Madonna"... 

(he  approaches  the  column  and  searches  for  the  key  beneath  the  feet  of  the  Holy  Virgin's  image 
Not  finding  it  immediately,  he  appears  discouraged,  and  renews  his  quest  in  a  stats  o» 
manifest  agitation.     Presently,  stifling  an  exclamation  of  joy,  he  discovps  the  key) 

This  is  the  key, 

(quickly  passing  his  hand  over  the  portals  of  Attavanti  Chapel) 

and  this  the  Chapel  entrance. 

/Stricken  anew  with  alarm  by  the  notion  thathe  has  been  followed,  he  looks  timorously  about 
him,  creeps  up  to  the  chapel-gates,  cart  fully  inserts  the  key  in  the  keyheJe,  opens  the  folding- 
door*  and  passes  through  them,  closing  them  behind  him) 


{Enter  the  Sacristan  £ .,  grasping  in  one  hand  a  bundle  of  paint-bruahes  ;  he  crosses  from  L.  to 
R.,  and  takes  up  his  stand  in  the   nave  of  the  church,  for  a  time,  eventually  moving  toward? 
the  scaffolding  while  talking  loudly,  as  though  he  were  addressing  some  unseen  person's 

The  Sacristan 

(who  has  a  nervous  trick  of  twitching  his  neck  and  shooldera) 

Vainly  I  soak  them  !     Dirty  they  are  and  sticky, 
Fouler  than  any  frowsy  choir-boy's  dicky... 
Good  sir,  I  pray  you... 


ACT    I. 

(staring  at  the  dais,  and  amazed  to  see  it  vacant) 

What  1     Nobody  !     I  could  have  sworn 
I  should  have  found  Cavaradossi 
busily  working  at  his  easel. 

(He  looks  into  the  basket) 

No,  wrong  again. 

Nothing  has  been  touched  nere. 

~.iu  steps  down  fr<>.«  the  dais.  The  Angelus  is  rung.  Fie  kneels,  and  intones  the  prayer.  befl. 
'inter  Cavaradossi  L.    He  sees  the  Sacristan  kneeling) 

Cavaradossi 

What  now  ? 

Sacristan 

(rising) 

Only  the  Angelus. 

Cavaradossi  aacends  the  dais  and  uncovers  the  picture,  which  represents  a  Mary  Magdalen 
vnth  large  blue  eyes  and  masses  of  golden  hair.  Th<*  painter  stands  facing  it,  gazing  upon  it 
i>  silent  and  intent  contemplation.  Turning  towaids  Cavaradossi  to  speak  to  him,  the 
.'.ftcristan  catehes  sight  of  the  uncovered  picture,  and  exclaims  in  great  amazement :) 

Saints  and  Martyrs  I     It  is  the  portrait... 
Cavaradossi 

l turning  towards  the  Sacristan) 

Of  whom  ? 

Sacristan 

Of  that  fair  lady  who,  day  by  day, 
lately,  to  pray  came  hither. 

■ravtmstiy  bowing  before  the  Virgin's  image  beneath  which  Angelotti  nad  found  tike  Han? 

Deeply  devout  was  her  worship... 
Cavaradossi 

(smiling) 

Ay,  truly  !     While  thus  absorbed  in  her 

devotions,  plunged  in  dreamy  rapture 

then  unseen,  I  depicted  her  lovely  semblao€& 

Sacristan 

(scandalised) 

Get  thee  Satan,  behind  me  I 


ACT  I. 

Cavaradossi 

(to  the -Sacristan,  who  obeys  him) 

Give  me  the  colours  ! 

(be  begins  to  paint  rapidly,  often  pausing  to  look  at  his  own  work,  while  the  Sacdstan  tide eu 
backwards  and  forwards,  eventually  picking  up  the  brushes  and  dabbling  them  In  a  bucket  at 
the  foot  of  the  scaffolding.  Cavaradossi  suddenly  stops  painting,  takes  out  of  hia  breast 
pocket  a  medallion  containing  a  miniature,  and  compares  the  latter  with  the  picture  on  tb«  «is#* 

Strange  harmony  of  contrasts, 

thus  deliciously  blending, 
My  Fiona's  dusky  glow  with 

peach-like  bloom  contending. 

Sacristan 

(grumbling  under  his  breath) 

He  scorns  the  saints  and  jests  with  the  ungodly. 

(fetches  water  wherewith  to  cleanse  the  brushes) 

Cavaradossi 

Thou  fairest  Queen  of  Heaven, 

Gold  are  thy  tresses  and  radiantly  brignt  I 

Thine  eyes  are  blue — and  Tosca's 
Dark  as  a  moonless  night. 

Sacristan 

(returns  up  the  stage,  murmuring) 

He  scorns  the  saints  and  jests  with  the  ungodly  I 

(The  Sacristan  recommences  washing  the  brushes) 

Cavaradossi 

Art,  that  potent  magician,  many  beauties 

combines  in  one  ideal  ; 
To  me,  beloved  Tosca,  when  I  limn  thy  bright  visage, 

thou  alone  art  real !     (he  continues  to  paint) 

Sacristan 

(having  dried  the  cleaned  brushes,  he  goes  on  muttering) 

These  light  o'  loves  pernicious, 
So  frivolously  vicious, 

Delight  in  wiling  human  souls  to  perdition  ; 
And  they,  like  heathenish  unbelievers, 
Should  all  be  hanged  or  burned  as  vile  deceivers. 

By  the  Holy  Inquisition,     (grumbles) 
He  scoffs  at  saints,  and  jests  with  the  ungodly  ! 

rs«  tnruststhe  basket  under  the  scaffolding,  and  places  the  clean  brushes  in  a  jug  near  the  painter; 

(aside)  (I  may  as  well  be  off,  with  his  permission.) 
(aloud)  Excellency,  I'm  going. 

Cavaradossi 

Do  as  you  please,  man.      (goes  on  painting) 

Sacristan 

(pointing  to  the  basket) 

Full  is  the  pannier...    Pray,  are  you  fasting  ? 

Cavaradossi 

Nothing  for  me  ! 


ACTL 


Sacristan 

Oh  !  I  am  sorry  !... 

grub*  his  hands  ironically,  but  cannot  repress  a  Joyous  gesture  and  a  greedy  ft3R0s;  at  &•  &ac3at 
which  he  picks  up  and  sets  aside.    He  then  takes  two  pinches  of  snut}) 

Please  to  lock  up,  when  leaving. 

Cavaradossi 

Go! 

Sacristan 

I  go.  (Exit  C.) 

^umu-Hdosti  continues  to  work,  turning  his  back  to  the  Chapel.  Angelotti,  betJsrlng  the  Shtssa 
to  be  empty,  appears  behind  the  railing,  and  uses  the  key  to  open  it) 

Cavaradossi 

(hears  the  lock  creak,  and  turns  round) 

Someone  is  in  there  ! 

<*ttge!btti,  alarmed  by  Cavaradossi's  movement,  is  about  to  take  refuge  anew  in  the  Chapel,  bnt 
otters  a  half-stifled  cry  of  gladness  on  recognising  the  painter,  towards  whom  he  advances 
«pen-armed,  as  to  an  unhoped-for  rescuer) 

Angelotti 

You  !    Cavaradossi  t 

God  sends  you  to  me  I 

Cavaradossi  does  not  recognise  Angelotti,  and  remains  on  the  dais,  **tsiskVVa%  MnaEtmesf  { 
Angelotti,  craving  recognition,  approaches  him) 

Have  you  quite  forgotten  ? 

Has  prisom-liii  fctfrsfirmed  me  out  of  knowledge 


ACT  L 


Cavaradosst 

y  sett  do\ 

looking  cautiously  around 


(recognising  Angelottl,  hastily  set*  down  hla  palette  and  brushes,  and  descend*  ttmn 
1  him) 


Angelotti ! 
The  Consul  of  the  moribund  Roman  Republic  I 

(hasten*  to  close  the  church-door  Z.) 

Angelotti 

(advancing  towards  Cavaradossl) 

I  have  escaped  but  now  from  Fort  San  Angelo... 
Cavaradosst 

(generously) 

Can  I  do  aught  to  help  you  ? 
Tosca 

(from  without) 

Mario  ! 
Cavaradossl 

(he*Hr.g  Tosca's  voice,  makes  a  sign  to  Angelotti  enjoining  htm  to  keep  tilestce) 

Conceal  yourself  I 
The  most  jealous  of  women  ... 
Within  a  minute  I'll  dismiss  her. 

Tosca 

Mario  I    (as  before) 

Cavaradossl 

(In  reply) 

Here  I  am  ! 

Angelotti 

(overcome  by  weakness,  leans  against  the  scaffolding) 

I  am  hungry  and  weary  and  exhausted  ... 
Cavaradossl 

ces  the  basket  from  beneath  the  scaffolding,  and  give*  it  to  Angeiotfca 

See,  here  is  good  store  of  food  and  liquor. 


ACT 


Angelotti 
Thank  you  ' 

Cavaradossi 

(urging  Angelotti  forward  towards  the  Chapei- 

Hasten  1 

(Angelotti  enters  the  Chapel) 

Tosca 

(Irritated) 

Mario  !     Mario  1     Mario  ! 
Cavaradossi 

(feigning  calm,  opens  the  door  to  Tosca; 

I  am  here  1 

Tosca 

rapefuously,  looking  suspiciously  about  her.     Cavaradossi  approaches  her  to 
*b»  repels  him  brusquely) 

Why  lock  the  door  ? 

Cavaradossi 

(feigning  indifference) 

By  the  Sacristan's  order. 

Tosca 
To  whom  wert  speaking  ? 

Cavaradossi 
To  thee  I 

Tosca 

To  someone  else  I  heard  thee  whisp'ring. 
Where  is  she  ? 

Cavaradossi 

Who? 

Tosca 

Why,  she  I...     Your  fair  lady !... 

Her  footsteps  and  the  swish  of  her  *kirta 

X  heard  quite  plainly  ... 


Fancies ! 
Was't  not  so  ? 


ACT    L 

Cavaradcs&f 
Tosca 


Cavaradossl 

(passionately) 

'Twas  not,  beloved ! 

(tries  to  embrace  her) 

Tosca 

(gently  reproving  him) 

Oh  !  before  the  good  Madonna  f     No, 
Mario  mine  ;  let  me  pray  to  her  first, 
and  make  my  off' ring  I 

f*ht  reverently  adornt  the  Virgin's  image  with  the  Bowers  which  she  had  brought  vrith  h*r  fee 
that  purpose  ;  then  kneels  down,  prays  devoutly,  crosses  herself,  and  arises.  To  Cavaradossl 
who,' meanwhile,  has  made  preparations  to  resume  work) 

And  now  listen  to  me. 

To-night  I'm  singing,  but  the  piece  is  a 

short  one.     At  the  stage  door  await  me 

without  fail,  and  we'll  run  off 

to  the  villa  by  stealth  together. 

Cavaradossl 

(absently) 

This  evening  ? 

.     Tosca 

The  moon  is  full,  and  all  the  scents 
that  rise  from  fragrant  flow'rs 
perfume  the  night. 
Will  that  not  please  you  ? 

(the  sits  down  on  the  dais-step,  close  to  Cavara.iowi) 

Cavaradossl 

Surely  !    (absently) 

Tosca 

(struck  with  his  indifference) 

Say  it  again ! 

Cavaradossl 

(as  before) 

Surely. 
Tosca 

(vexed) 

Thou  say'st  it  badly. 
Dost  thou  not  long  for  our  cottage  secluded, 
From  which  all  cares  and  vexations  are  excluded  } 
Sweet,  secret  nest,  in  which  we  love-birds  hide. 
Safe  and  happy,  side  by  side. 


ACT    L 

When  the  skies  are  calm  and  clear, 

We'll  listen  to  the  voices 
That  only  lovers  hear 

When  Nature  herself  rejoices 
From  all  the  flowers  that  bloom  in  that  earthly  Aidenn, 
Late  breezes,  with  summer  fragrance  laden,       [sensation, 
Cull  perfumes  that,  blended,  evoke  a  strange  mysterious 
Rife  with  subtle  and  sweet  intoxication. 
The  babbling  brooks,  the  rustling  leaves  and  grasses. 
The  night-birds  belated,  the  chirping  red-breast  and  cooing 

turtle-dove 
Murmur  the  story  of  the  joy  that  all  surpasses, 
Tell  the  tale  of  ardent  love. 

Cavaradossi 

Thou  hast  caught  me  in  thy  toils, 
my  fair  enchantress. 
Siren  sweet,  I  will  come  ! 

Tosca 

My  beloved  ! 

(leans  her  head  against  Cavaradossi's  shoulder.     Straightway  he  draw*  back  s  iltUa,  Ssing  && 
garc  upon  the  Chapel-gates) 

Cavaradossi 

Now  leave  me  to  my  labours. 

Tosca 

(surprised) 

You  dismiss  me  ? 

Cavaradossi 

I  must  work,  child,  as  thou  knowest 

Tosca 

(showing  vexation,  rises) 

I  am  going  ! 

(moves  away  from  Cavaradossi,  but,  looking  back,  perceives  the  picture,  and  rttourm^  Q98&$3 
dossi,  much  agitated) 

Pray,  who  is  that  fair-haired  woman  there  ? 

Cavaradossi 

A.  Magdalen,     (caimiy)      Do  you  like  her  ? 

Tosca 

She  is  too  handsome. 


ACT    I. 

Cavaradossl 

(bowing  and  smiling) 

A  flattering  judgment  I 

Tosca 

(suspiciously) 

Smil'st  thou  ? 
I  fancy  I  have  seen  those  blue  eyes  somew&stt^ 

Cavaradossl 

(with  indifference) 

They're  by  no  means  uncommon  l«, 
Tosca 

(striving  to  remember) 

A  moment. 

(Ascends  the  dais,  and  exclaims  triumphantly} 

The  Attavanti  1 

Cavaradossl 

(laughing) 

Brava  ! 

Tosca 

(devoured  by  jealousy) 

Thou  see'st  her  ?     She  loves  thee  f 
Thou  lov'st  her  ? 

Cavaradossl 

(reassuringly) 

Thou  art  mistaken... 

Tosca 

(not  listening  to  him,  in  her  Jealous  rage) 

Those  footsteps  ...  and  all  that  whispVing... 
Ah  !  for  her  you  have  betrayed  me... 

Cavaradossl 

What  nonsense  ! 

Tosca 

That  hideous  creature  !  (menacingly)  For  h*r  : 

Cavaradossl 

(gravely; 

I  saw  her  yestern  by  the  merest  chancfe. 
She  hither  came  to  pray,  and — 
unseen — I  sketched  her  features*,* 

Tosca 
Swear  it ! 

Cavaradossl 

I  SWear  it  (gravely)  « 

Tosca 

(gazing  8teacilastiy  at  the  plcter^. 

See  how  she  stares,  the  harpy  l— 


IO 


ACT    I. 

Cavaradossi 
Away,  love  ! 

Tosca 

As  though  she  loathed  and  scorned  me. 
Cavaradossi 

( gently  urging  her  to  descend  the  steps) 

What  folly  ! 

(sbs  conies  down  backwards,  holding  both  Cavaradossi's  hands,  and  never  taking  htr 
tfeit  picture.    Cavaradossi  presses  her  to  him  fondly,  looking  lovingly  into  her  eyes) 

Tosca 

(softly  repreching  him) 

Ah  !  those  eyes  I... 

Cavaradossi 

No  eyes  on  earth — not  the  brightest  and  clearest — 
Are  as  lustrous  as  thine,  thou  ever  dearest !... 
Why  dost  thou  doubt  me  ?    What  is't  thou  fearest  ?. 
Why  would  thy  jealous  fancy  fain  discover 
A  faithless  heart  in  the  loyal  breast  of  thine  owe 
constant  lover  ?... 

Tosca 

(carried  away,  and  resting  her  head  on  his  bosom) 

Whether  thou'rt  false  or  faithful,  Mario, 

I  must  believe  thee. 

But  (maliciously)  let  her  eyes  be  black  ones  I... 

Cavaradossi 

(tenderly^, 

f  ealons  darling  I 

Tosca 
Yes,  I  feel  that  I  torment  thee  without  reason. 

Cavaradossi 

Jealous  darling  ! 

Tosca 

And  I  know  thou  wilt  forgive  me, 
for  I  hate  to  give  thee  palp 


i  r 


ACT    I. 

Cavaradossi 

My  Tosca,  dear  adored  one, 
ev'ry  mood  of  thine  is  charming  ; 
e'en  thy  anger  is  an  ecstasy  of  love  I 

Tosca 

Oh,  repeat  those  words  consoling. 
If  you  love  me,  pray  repeat  them  I 

Cavaradossi 

My  own  mistrustful  angel, 

I  shall  always  dearly  love  thee  I 

Yes,  anxious  spirit, 

I  shall  love  thee  till  I  die  1 

Tosca 

See  !  it  is  really  disgraceful  5 
My  hair  is  quite  dishevelled. 

Cavaradossi 
Now  go  ;  leave  me. 

Tosca 
Continue  to  work  at  your  picture  till  nightfs& 
And  you  must  promise  that  no  pious  lactv 
no  fair  or  dusky  beauty, 
shall  be  admitted  here  on  any  pretest  \ 

Cavaradossi 

I  promise,  beloved  !...     Go  ! 

Tosca 

Why  should  I  hurry  ? 

Cavaradossi 

(reproachfully) 

Again,  love  ? 

Tosca 

(falls  into  his  arms: 

No  f  forgive  me  ! 

(ofters  her  cheek  to  hit  lip*) 


12 


Cavaradossi 

(jestingly) 

Before  the  good  Madonna  ? 
Tosca 

(saluting  the  image) 

She  won't  be  angry  ! 

(about  to  leave,  she  again  gazes  at  the  picture,  and  says  m*!!ckmj*v^ 

But  let  her  eyes  be  black  ones  I 

(rsit  hastily.  Cavaradossi  remains  on  the  stage,  plunged  in  thought.  Remembering  Angelottt 
he  listens  to  Tosca's  retreating  steps,  opens  the  side-door  and  looks  out.  Seeing  that  sH  -s 
^uict,  he  hurries  back  to  the  chapel.  Angelottl  appears  behind  the  railings,  which  Cavsr»do*s? 
»pen»,  letting  Angelottl  out  of  the  chapel.    They  shake  hands  affectionately. 

Cavaradossi 

(to  Angelottl,  who,  of  course,  has  heard  the  preceding  conversation 

My  Tosca  is  true-he'arted,  but  indiscreet. 

She  cannot  keep  a  secret  from  her  old  Confessor. 

So  I  deemed  'twere  wiser 

to  keep  your  counsel  strictly. 

Angelotti 

Are  we  alone  ? 

Cavaradossi 
Yes.     What  plan  have  you  concocted  ? 

Angelottl 

As  prudence  shall  dictate,  I  shall  cross  the  frontier, 
or  lie  hidden  in  the  city...  My  sister... 

Cavaradossi 

The  Attavanti  ? 

Angelotti 

Yes...  Concealed  a  full  suit  of  woman's  garments, 

there,  under  the  altar... 

The  costume  lacks  nothing  essential. .. 

(looks  nervously  around  him) 

'Twill  serve  after  dark  as  a  disguise 
What  say  you  ? 

Cavaradossi 
Let  us  hope  so  !     Such  circumspect  demeanour 
and  devoutness  so  prayerful, 
in  such  a  youthful  beauty  ;  I  fancied  these 
were  symptoms  of  some  subtle  love  intrigue  !.,, 
How  I  wronged  her  I     She  was  trying  to  save  you ! 
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ACT    L 

Angelotti 

Reckless  of  danger,  she  strove 

to  rescue  me  from  Scarpia's  clutches. 

Cavaradossi 

Scarpia  ? 
A  bigoted  satyr  and  hypocrite, 
secretly  steeped  in  vice  and  most  demonstratively 
pious  ;  sanctimonious,  lascivious,  and  cruel  ; 
a  cross  'tween  confessor  and  hangman  ! 
(indignantiy)-ni  save  you,  should  it  cost  even  my  life  \ 
To  delay  until  night  is  scarcely  prudent... 

Angelotti 

Daylight  affrights  me  !... 

Cavaradossi 

(pointing  towards  the  chapel) 

From  the  chapel-door  you  enter  a  garden. 
Thence  runs  a  roughish  path,  which, 
traversing  some  fields,  leads  to  my  villa... 

Angelotti 

I  know  it. 

Cavaradossi 

Here  is  the  door-key. 
Before  'tis  dark  I  will  rejoin  you.     Take  with  yoa 
the  clothes  here  concealed  by  your  fair  sister. 

Angelotti 

(picks  up  the  garments  hidden  under  the  altar) 

Must  I  wear  them  ? 

Cavaradossi 

i  think  you  need  not,  for  the  path  is  deserted. 

Angelotti 

(going  out) 

Farewell,  then  ! 

Cavaradossi 

(follows  him  hurriedly) 

Should  danger  be  urgent,  take  refuge 
in  the  garden  well.     Just  half-way  down 
you  will  find  a  narrow  passage  connecting 
the  old  .well  with  a  vast,  dark  cellar. 
There  hidden,  you  will  be  in  perfect  safety. 

Cm.  eaoosm-ehot ;  they  exchange  jtfancee  of  afaraa) 
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ACT    I. 


Anselottf 

The  cannon  of  the  fortress  \ 

Cavaradossi 

Your  escape  is  discovered  ! 

Now  Scarpia  his  hounds  is  unleashing, 

Angelotti 

Farewell,  then  1 

Cavaradossi 

(resolutely) 

I'll  go  with  you.     We  will  evade  then> 

Angelotti 
1  hear  a  step  ! 

Cavaradossi 

(enthusiastically) 

We'll  show  fight  if  they  follow  I 

(Exeunt  quickly  through  the  chapel) 
(Enter  Sacristan  hurriedly,  well-nigh  breathless,  exclaiming  n 

Sacristan 

Glorious  news,  your  Excellency  ! 

(astounded  at  not  teeing  Cavaradossi  seated  before  the  eases; 

Now,  that's  a  pity  I 
He  who  grieves  an  unbeliever  gains 
a  plenary  indulgence  I 

;Aoys  rush  in  riotously  from  all  ths  entrances.     Enter  Acolytes,  Penitents,  Chor  xsrs 
PupUs  of  the  Chapel) 

Sacristan 

Hither  all  the  singing  crew  !     Hithei  '• 

All 

Whither  ? 

Sacristan 

This  way,  good  people... 

(pushing  them  towards  the  Sacristyj 
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ACT  L 

All 

What  has  happened  ? 

Sacristan 

Don't  you  know  ?     Buonaparte  **. 
the  miscreant  ...  Buonaparte  ... 

All 

Well,  what  of  him  ? 

Sacristan 

8eaten,  crushed,  humiliated  ; 
Satan  has  him  on  the  hip  I 

All 

Who  can  prove  it  ?    What  silly  nonsense  ! 

Sacristan 

Tis  the  truth,  I  do  assure  ye  ! 
Soon  the  news  will  be  made  public. 

All 

'Twill  be  hailed  with  loud  rejoicing  1 

Sacristan 

This  very  evening  there  will  be  great  doings, 

Gala  performance  and  torchlight  procession, 
Also  an  apposite  brand-new  cantata 
Sung  by  the  Floria  with  appropriate  expression. 
You  singing  boys 
Put  on  your  vestments,  make  no  more  noise. 
Off!  off,  without  delay ! 

All 

(Shsj  burst  oat  laughing  and  pay  no  attention  to  the  Sacristan,  who  trie*  in  Tain  to  &**•  thtm 
loto  Um  sacristy) 

Double  wages  I     Te  Deum,  gloria  I 

Long  live  the  King  ! 
This  very  evening  there  will  be  great  doings, 
gala  performance,  torchlight  procession, 
a  brand  new  cantata  sung  by  Tosca. 

Long  live  the  King  I 
Yes,  this  evening  there  will  be  great  do ... 

Scaryia  unexpectedly,  he  stands  in  the  doorway  ;  seeing  bim.  all  arc  stricken  dumb  ami 
though  si*  •all-bound* 
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ACT  I. 

Scarpia 

(imperiously) 

Pray,  why  this  great  commotion  ? 
In  a  church,  too  ! 

(Spoletta  and  other  police-agents  follow  Scarpia) 

Sacristan 

(affrighted  and  stammering) 

Excellency  ..*  We  were  overjoyed  ..« 

Scarpia 
Make  ready,  all,  for  the  Te  Deum. 

{Thar  sfl  sneak  out,  and  the  Sacristan  is  about  to  follow  their  exarapl 
Unatay) 

Stay  here  ! 

Sacristan 

alarmed) 

I  obey  you ! 

Scarpia 

(to  Spoletta) 

And  go  thou,  search  ev'ry  corner, 
look  sharply  about  you  I 

Spoletta 
1  shall  so... 

Scarpia 

(signals  two  agents  to  follow  Spoletta) 

Watch  all  the  doorways. 

(to  other  agents  of  the  party* 

Arouse  no  suspicion. 

(to  the  Sacristan) 

Now  for  you  I     Answer  my  questions  truly 
A  prisoner  of  State  escaped,  an  hour  ago. 
from  Fort  San  Angelo,  and  he  is  hidden  nere. 

Sacristan 
Uisericordia  « 
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ACT  1.  ~ * 

Scarpia 
He  must  be  here  still. 
Which  chapel  bears  the  name  of  the  A'tavanti  ? 

Sacristan 

This  is  it. 

(goes  up  to  the  railing,  and  find*  it  unk>j&e& 

Tis  open  I     Archangels  ! 
This  key  is  a  new  one  I 

(shows  key) 

Scarpia 

That  gives  a  clue...     We  shall  see. 

rt**y  «r»t«r  the  chapel  and  return  promptly,  Scarpia  manifestly  anncfc<,  holding  faa  his  hsee 
a  cK»?d  fan,  which  he  Butters  nervously) 

A  stupid  blunder  (aside)  that  gunshot  from 
the  fortress  ;  it  gave  the  criminal  timely 
warning,  and  he  fled.     But  he  left  here 
this  bauble...  (waving  the  fan)    A  love-token. 
What  fair  accomplice  helped  him  to  escape  ? 

(ptanged  in  thought,  carefully  inspects  the  fan  and  suddenly  catching  sight  of  a  com  .,.•  .nr-xs. 
••claims) 

'Twas  the  fair  Attavanti !... 
These  are  her  arms... 

(looks  around,  examining  every  nook  and  corner  of  the  Church.  Mis  attention  is  caught  by  ta* 
scaffolding,  the  pairter's  easel,  and  the  picture,  which  reproduces  the  weh-kaowtt  face  of  Oa* 
Marchioness  Attavanti  in  a  counterfeit  presentment  of  Mary  Magdalen) 

It  is  her  portrait. 

(to  the  Sacristan) 

Who  painted  that  picture  ? 
Sacristan 

(still  terror-etricken) 

Sir  Mario  Cavaradossi... 

Scarpia 

He? 

Sacristan 

(perceiving  a  police-agent,  who  issues  from  t^e  Cbsp<,  ►***■?'  In  b**S5 

Bless  me  I  'Tis  his  basket  I 
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ACT  I. 


Scarpia 

(following  up  his  train  of  thought) 

He  !  The  lover  of  Tosca  ! 

A  man  suspected  !     An  unbeliever  ! 

Sacristan 

(having  looked  inside  the  basket,  exclaims  in  great  torprtat) 

Empty !  .. 

Scarpia 

(catching  sight  of  the  agent  and  the  baaket) 

What  said'st  thou  ?     Speak  up  ! 
Sacristan 

(takes  the  basket  from  the  agent) 

It  has  been  found  inside  the  Chapel, 
hidden  away. 

Scarpia 
Dost  recognise  it  ? 

Sacristan 

Doubtless  I     It  is  the  painter's  basket... 

(stammering  timidly) 

but  ...  notwithstanding  ... 
Scarpia 

(vehemently) 

Spit  out  all  that  you  know  ! 
Sacristan 

(still  affrighted,  tearfully  holds  up  the  empty  basket) 

I  brought  it  hither, 

filled  with  the  best  of  food  and  liquor  ... 

The  painter's  mid-day  meal ... 

Scarpia 

(significantly) 

Which  he  has  eaten  ! 

Sacristan 

(making  a  negative  gesture) 

Mot  in  the  Chapel ! 

for  he  had  not  the  key,  nor  did  he 

mean  to  eat  at  all  ...  at  least,  so  he  told  rn«5. 

Hence  I  had  set  it  down  there, 

(points  to  the  place  where  he  had  left  the  full  basket) 

'neath  the  easel. 

(Painfully  impressed  by  Scarpia  s  stern  and  silent  bearir^j 

(Deliver  us  from  temptation  1)   (to  himsea» 


ACT  1. 

Scarpia 

(aside) 

'Tis  clear  as  daylight...     The  provisions 
of  the  Sacristan  were  devoured  by  Angelotti 

(Enter  Tosca,  nervously ;  she  walks  straight  up  to  the  scaffolding.  Not  finding  Csvaradc-tai 
there,  in  great  agitation,  she  searches  for  him  in  the  central  nave  of  the  church.  Scarpia,  .« 
toon  as  he  sees  her  come  in,  instantly  hides  behind  the  pillar  to  which  the  holy-water  trough 
is  affixed.  Imperatively  signalling  the  Sacristan  to  stay  where  he  is.  The  Sacristan,  trembiikg 
eiih  confusion,  stands  near  the  painter's  dais). 

Tosca  !     She  must  not  see  me. 

'Twas  a  'kerchief  lit  Othello's  jealous  fire, 

Now  shall  this  fragile  fan  rouse  Tosca's  ire  1 

Tosca 

(retards  to  the  dais,  calling  ou>  loudly  and  Impatiently) 

Mario  1    Mario  I 

Sacristan 

(approaching  her) 

Do  you  mean  Cavaradossi  ? 
Where  he  is,  who  can  say  ? 
Obedient  to  some  spell,  he  vanished  clean  away. 

(exit  furtively) 

Tosca 

Has  he  betrayed  me  ?  No  ! 
To  me  he  could  not  be  untrue. 

Scarpia 

f;ss  t>s  round  the  pillar  dips  his  fingers  in  the  trough,  and  otters  holy  water  to  Tessa.  Boi-? 
•lag  to  church) 

Tosca  divinest, 

(gently  and  insinuatingly) 

your  dainty  hand,  that  milk-white  wonder, 

lend  me  for  a  moment,  that  I  may  lightly  touch  it 

with  my  uncouth  fingers  dipped  in  holy  waters 


ACT  I. 

Tosca 

(touches  Scarpia's  fingers,  and  crosses  herself) 

Thanks,  many  thanks  I 

Scarpia 

No  woman  alive  does  nobler  work  than  you. 
From  heaven,  teeming  with  fervid  sanctity, 
you  conjure  to  earth  the  sacred  raptures 
that  give  life  to  religion. 

Tosca 

(thoughtful  and  InattentlYe) 

Spare  my  blushes. 

(Sever*!  people  enter  the  church  and  gather  together  up  the  ttaff) 

Scarpia 

Pious  songsters  are  rare, 
But  you,  the  star  of  the  lyric  stage, 

Hither  come  to  bend  your  knees  in  prayer, 

(Bells  ring  to  church) 

Tosca 

(surprised) 

What  mean  you  ? 

Scarpia 

You  are  not  like  certain  frivolous  wantons ; 

(points  to  the  pdrtrait) 

Magdalens  they  simulate  profanely, 

and  come  here  to  meet  their  lovers.     (RmphatJeai?) 

Tosca 

(starting) 

How  ?     Their  lovers  ?    What  mean  you  ? 
Scarpia 

(showing  her  the  fan) 

Is  this  a  painter's  brush  or  mahlstick  ? 


ACT  I. 

Tosca 

(seizing  it) 

*Tis  a  fan  !     Where  did  you  find  it  ? 
Scarpia 

There,  On  the  easel.       (Enter  the  peasant*). 

Some  casual  worshippers  disturbed  the  lovers, 
and  in  her  hasty  flight  she  dropped  some  feathers !. 

Tosca 

(examining  the  fan) 

A  coronel !     Her  arms,  too  ! 

*Tis  Attavanti's !     Prophetic  suspicion  i 


Scarpia 

(A«ide.)  My  design  has  succeeded  ! 

Tosca 

(Sorrowfully,  restraining  her  tear*  with  difficulty,  forgetful  of  Ui*  locality  and  of  Scarpia). 

And  I  who  sought  him  here,  oppressed  with  sorrow. 
To  say  I  could  not  meet  him  till  to-morrow... 
That  Tosca,  to  her  grief  and  consternation, 
Would  have  to  figure  at  this  evening's  celebration... 

Scarpia 

(aside)     How  the  poison  is  working  ! 

(enter  groups  of  peasants,  carters,  etc.) 

(awtiy)    What  has  aggrieved  you, 

Sweetest  of  creatures?... 
Say.  has  some  traitor  basely  deceived  you, 

That  tears  bedew  those  exquisite  features  ? 
Tell  me,  fair  Tosca,  what  has  aggrieved  you  ? 

Tosca 

Nothing  1 

Scarpia 

My  life  Fd  give,  could  I  mitigate  your  anguish. 


ACT 


Tosca 

(not  listening  to  him) 

And  here  in  grief  I  must  languish, 

While,  embraced  in  other  arms,  he  deridas  m<a  I 

Scarpia 

(Well  works  the  poison  1)  (aside* 

Tosca 

Where  am  I  ? 

(A  few  citizens  stroll  in) 

How  could  I  think  he  would  yield  to  temptation  ? 

My  pretty  villa  !  (angrily) 
Must  I  submit  to  its  vile  profanation  ? 

Cruel  Mario  ! 
In  mire  my  nest  of  love  they  have  been  steeping  1 

(resolutely) 

I'll  purge  it  of  their  vileness  I 

(turns  threateningly  towards  the  picture) 

To-night  thou  shalt  not  possess  him  I 

(desperately) 

I  swear  *t  J 

Scarota 

(scandalised) 

Ip  church  I     Fie  1 

Tosca 

(weeping) 

God  wiU  forgive  me,  for  He  sees  I  am  weeping ! 

&obe  bitterly.  Scarpia  accompanies  her  to  the  door,  pretending  to  reassure  her.  After  her  exit,  the 
church  becomes  gradually  fuller  and  fuller.  Having  escorted  Tosca  to  the  church-door,  Scarpia 
returns  to  the  chapel-gate  and  makes  a  sign,  in  obedience  to  which  Spoletto  issues  from  behind 
the  pillar.  The  crowd  withdraws  to  the  back  of  the  church,  awaitin*  the  Cardinal  ;  some 
kneel  down  and  pray.) 

Scarpia 

Three  agents,  and  a  close  carriage...     Quicidy... 
follow  her  whithersoever  she  may  go...     Be  careful! 
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ACT  I. 


Spoletta 
I  will.    Where  shall  I  find  yon? 

Scarpia 

At  the  Farnese  Palace  ! 

(Exit  Spoletta  hurriedly.     Scarpia  amiles  sardonically) 

Go,  Tosca !     There  is  room  in  your  heart  for  Scarpia .« 

(The  Cardinal  and  his  following  advance  to  the  high  altar  ;  the  Swiss  Guards  divide  ihe  crowdL 
which  ranges  Itself  on  either  side  of  the  procession.    Organ  plays) 

Go,  Tosca !     For  Scarpia  it  is  who  has  fired 
your  soul  and  stirred  up  your  jealous  passion. 

(Cannon  fired) 

Infinite  promise  lies  in  your  hasty  suspicion*. 
There  is  room  in  your  heart  for  Scarpia... 

(ironically) 

Go,  Tosca  I 

<He  bows  reverently  as  the  Cardinal  passes  by  blessing  the  kneeling  throng) 

rFierceiy)  Twofold  the  purpose  now  I  entertain, 

and  the  hanging  of  that  rebel 

is  by  no  means  my  chief  desire... 

'Tis  in  her  gay,  triumphant  eyes  that 

I  hope  soon  to  kindle  love's  languid  flame, 

when  in  my  arms  she  is  clasped, 

mute  with  fond  rapture,  giddy  with  am'rous  joy. 

(Savagely)  One  to  the  scaffold,  and 

the  other  to  my  fond  arms... 

(The  whole  crowd  turns  towards    the  high  altar.     Many  kneel.    Scarpia  stands  enwrap*  ss 
thought,  then  starts,  as  in  a  dream) 

Tosca !  for  thee  I  could  renounce 
my  hopes  of  heaven  I 

(With  religious  fervour,  kneeling) 

It  aternum  Patrem,  etc. 

(quick  curtain) 


End  of  Act  I 
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ACT   II. 


Scene  :  The  Farnese  Palace. 

Scarpia's  apartments,  on  an  upper  floor.    The  table  is  laid  for  supper.    A  large 
window  overlooks  the  Palace  Courtyard.    Nightfall. 


(Scarpia  Is  seated,  supping  and  breaking  off  at  intervals  to  reflect.    From  time  to  ttm«  he  too** 
hi*  watch,  manifesting  agitation  and  disquietude.) 


Scarpia 

A  good  decoy  is  Tosca,  and,  by  this  time, 
my  people  have  secured  the  two  conspirators. 
To-morrow's  sunrise  shall  see  them 
hanging  side  by  side  like  dogs, 
upon  my  tallest  gallows. 

(rings  a  hand-bell.     Enter  Sciarrone.) 

Is  Tosca  in  the  Palace  ?... 

Sciarrone 

A  page  has  been  despatched 
to  fetch  her  hither  . . . 

Scarpia 

(to  Sciarrone,  pointing  to  the  window) 

Open  I 
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(Am  orchestra  Is  audible  in  a  lower  storey,  where  Queen  Caroline  it  giving  an  entertainment  la 
boaour  of  General  Melas.) 

Late  is  the  hour...     For  Tosca 

they're  waiting  to  commence  the  Cantata, 

and  meanwhile  they  are  dancing.     (aside) 

(to  Sciarrone) 

You  will  await  the  Tosca  at  the  entrance, 
and  will  tell  her  I  expect  her 
at  the  end  of  the  Cantata  . . . 

,~H«  recalls  Sciarrone,  who  is  going,  rises,  crosses  the  stage  to  a  high  desk,  and  hurriedly  '«rrite* 
a  note,  handing  it  to  Sciarrone) 

Be  sure  you  give  her  this  letter. 

(exit  Sciarrone) 

She  will  come  ...  for  the  sake  of  her  Mario  ! 

For  the  sake  of  her  Mario, 

she  will  comply  with  my  desire. 

Such  are  the  alternations  of  love's 

deep  joys  and  deep  sorrows. 

Keener  far  is  the  relish  of  a  forcible  conquest 

than  of  a  passive  surrender.     Sighs  of  entreaty 

and  sentimental  rhapsodies  by  moonlight 

do  not  delight  me.     I  am  not  skilled 

in  twanging  the  guitar,  nor  in 

fortune-telling  lore  ;  I  cannot  leer  nor  ogle, 

nor  coo  like  any  turtle-dove,     (disdainfully* 

(he  rises,  but  does  not  leave  the  table) 

Hence  must  I  strive  for  the  thing  I  desire. 
I  possess  it,  and  then  discard  it, 
turning  to  other  pleasures. 
God  created  beauty  and  wine  of  various 
merit ;  I  choose  to  taste  all  that  I  can 
of  the  heavenly  produce. 

(enter  Sctarrowj 

Sciarronw 
Here  is  Spoletta. 

5carpla 

(loudly,  in  great  excitemeflO 

Bring  him  to  me  forthwith. 
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Scarpia 

rtmsme*  his  seat.  Exit  Sclarrone  to  tummon  Spoletta,  who  returns  with  him  and  takes  up  Mi 
Stand  near  entrance  C.  Busy  with  his  supper,  Scarpia  interrogates  Spoletta  without  looking  al 
him) 

Well,  my  fine  fellow. 
Spoletta 

(coming  forward  nervously) 

Saint  Ignatius  protect  me  !     (aside) 
(jtioud)   Quickly  we  followed  the  track  of  the  lady. 

Soon  we  arrived  at  a  villa  almost  hidden  by  foliage  ; 
Madam  went  in,  and  came  out  again  promptly. 
Straightway  I  lightly  scaled  the  coping  of  the  wall 
with  my  companions,  and  entered  the  garden... 

Scarpia 

Well  done,  good  Spoletta  ! 

Spoletta 

("hesitantly) 

Vainly  we  searched  the  house... 
Scarpia 

(jsrcciring  Spoletta's  embarrassment,  arises,  pale  with  anger,  and  h-*a&  ig  formidably) 

Ah  !     Angelotti  ? 

Spoletta 

We  could  not  find  him  ! 

Scarpia 
Base  scoundrel !     Vilest  of  traitors I 
Spawn  of  the  fiend  incarnate  I 

tO  the  galloWS  !...       (furiously) 

Spoletta 

Good  Lord ! 

(trying  to  assuage  Scarpia's  wrath,  says  timidly) 

The  painter  was  there... 
Scarpia 

(interrupting  him) 

Cavaradossi  ? 


27 


ACT  n. 

Spoletta 

(nodding  affirmatively) 

He  knows  where  the  other  one  is  hidden... 

His  scornful  gestures,  his  contemptuous  scoffing! 

aroused  my  suspicions  ;  so  I  put  him  in  irons... 

Scarpia 

You  did  wisely. 

(Spoletta  la  evidently  relieved.     Scarpia  walks  about  thoughtfully,  then  suddenly  stand*  »tt\ 
hearing  through  the  open  window  the  cantata  executed  by  the  choirs  assembled  In   th4 

gueen's  reception-rooms.     The  singing  proves  that  Tosca  has  returned  and  is  actually  ha  tis 
alase,  on  the  storey  beneath  Scarpia's  apartments) 

Spoletta 

(pointing  towards  the  ante-room) 

He  is  there  1 

Scarpia 

(suddenly  struck  by  an  idea) 

Bring  in  the  prisoner  straightway. 

(exit  Spoletta) 

(To  sciarrone)  Hither  Roberti  and  the  Judge  of  the  Exchequer. 

treaumM  bis  seat.    Spoletta  and  three  police-agents  bring  in  CavaradosaL     Enter  Roberti  tb* 
eawcutioner,  an  Exchequer  Judge  with  his  clerk,  and  Sciarrone) 

Cavaradossi 

(angrily) 

Why  this  outrage  ? 

Scarpia 

(with  elaborate  courtesy) 

Noble  sir,  I  beg  you  to  be  seated... 
Cavaradossi 

(firmly) 

I  wish  to  know... 

Scarpia 

(pointing  to  a  chair  on  the  other  aide  of  the  labia'. 

Be  seated... 
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ACT  ft. 

Cavaradossi 

(refusing) 

No,  thank  you. 

Scarpia 

As  you  please. 

(looks  steadfastly  at  Cavaradossi  before  questioning  him) 

To-day  escaped  from  prison- 

'breaking  off  at  the  sound  of  Tosca's  voice  singing  in  the  cantata) 

Cavaradossi 

fTis  her  VOice  !...    (hearing  Tosca) 

Scarpia 

(resuming) 

To-day  escaped  from  prison  one  whom 
you  know  to  be  a  dangerous  criminal. 

Cavaradossi 
I  know  nothing ! 

Scarpia 

And  yet  it  is  alleged  that  you  concealed 
him  in  the  Church  of  Sant' Andrea,  and 
provided  him  with  food  and  with  raiment... 

Cavaradossi 

(resolutely) 

Mere  falsehoods  1 

Scarpia 

(preserving  a  calm  demeanour) 

Later  on,  you  conveyed  him  to  a 
villa  in  the  suburbs... 

•Cavaradossi 
I  deny  it.       Who  says  so  ? 

Scarpia 

(mildly) 

A  faithful,  honest  servant... 

Cavaradossi 

To  the  purpose.     My  accuser  ? 

In  vain  (ironically)   your  myrmidons  hava 

searched  the  villa. 

Scarpia 
Proving  he  was  well  hidden. 

Cavaradossi 
Your  spies  could  not  find  him  ! 
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ACT   II. 


Spoletta 

(Interposes,  offended) 

Scoffing  and  sneering,  he  laughed  at  all 
our  endeavours... 

Cavaradossl 

And  still  he  laughs. 

Scarpia 

(rising  in  anger) 

This  is  no  place  for  merriment  I    (threateningly) 
I  warn  you  !     Enough  now  !     (nenrou»iy) 
Answer  truly ! 

(dhrturbed  and  annoyed  by  the  singing,  he  closes  the  window.     Imperiously  to  CavarJidMfc 

Where  is  Angelotti } 

Cavaradossi 
I  do  not  know. 

Scarpia 

You  never  with  food  and  drink  supplied  hifig  I 

Cavaradossi 
Never ! 

Scarpic 

Nor  with  garments  ? 

Cavaradossl 

Never  ! 

Scarpia 
Nor  concealed  him  in  your  ^illa, 
where  he  still  lies  hidden  ? 

Cavaradossl 

(vehemently) 

Never  1     Never  i 
Scarpia 

(almost  paternally) 

I  pray  you,  give  my  words  attention  ; 

stubbornness  such  as  yours  is  far  from  wis«r 

believe  me.     By  frank  confession 

you  may  avert  the  pain  that  else  awaits  yoa. 

Let  me  advise  you  ;  tell  me ; 

vhere  is  now  Angelotti  ? 
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t  act  n. 

•  fc»— ~-— — ' — - — ' — ■ "  " 

Cavaradossi 
1  doot  know. 

Scarpia 

Once  more,  and  for  the  last  time. 
Where  is  ne  ? 

Cavaradossi 
I  know  not ! 

Spoletta 

(aside) 

(How  he  tightens  his  clutches  I) 

(Enter  Tosca  In  alarm  ;  she  runs  up  to  Cavaradoesl  and  embrace* 

Tosca 

Mario  1  thou  here  1 

Cavaradossi 

(under  his  breath  to  Tosca.  who  makes  signs  that  ahe  understand*) 

Say  nothing  of  what  you  have  seen  there, 
or  you  will  kill  me  ! 

Scarpia 

Mario  Cavaradossi,  the  judge  is 
waiting  to  take  your  deposition. 

i4*aah  Sciarrone  to  open  the  entrance  to  the  torture-chamber,  and  turns  to  Robertf) 

First  the  usual  pressure  ;  later,  as  I  instruct  you... 

(The  judge  passes  into  the  torture-chamber,  and  the  other,  follow  him,  only  J0»ca jmd  Sc^arpta 
remaining  behind,  Spoletta  withdraws  to  the  door  situate  C.  at  the  back  of^c  stage. 
SJone  closes  the  door  L.  greatly  to  Tosca's  surprise.  Scarpia  reassures  her  with  seduioo. 
politeness) 

Now  let  us  have  a  friendly  talk  together 

(signs  to  her  to  be  seated) 

There  is  nothing  to  alarm  you*. 


ACT  II. 


Tosca 

(lite  down  with  affected  calm) 

Mor  do  I  feel  alarmed... 

Scarpia 

(leant  on  the  back  of  the  sofa  on  which  Toeca  is  seated) 

The  story  of  the  fan  ?... 
Tosca 

(with  feigned  indifference) 

Was  one  of  silly  jealousy... 

Scarpia 
The  Attavanti,  it  seems,  was  not  at  the  villa  ? 

Tosca 

Mo.     No  one  but  he  was  there. 

Scarpia 

No  one  ?  (maiiciouaiy)     Of  that  you  are  quite  certain  ? 

Tosca 

I  saw  all  that  there  was  to  see.  (insistently;     Alone  ! 

Scarpia 
Indeed  I 

Tosca 

(irritated) 

Yes,  alone ! 

Scarpia 

What  excitement ! 

Do  you  fear  to  commit  some  indiscretion  ? 

(turning  towards  the  entrance  to  the  torture-chamber' 

Sciarrone,  what  does  the  witness  say  ? 
Sciarrone 

(appears  in  the  doorway' 

Nothing  I 

Scarpia 

(still  more  loudly) 

Be  more  urgent. 

(Sciarrone  retires,  closing  the  doorj 

Tosca 

(laughing) 

Oh  I  'tis  useless  ! 

Scarpia 

(gravely,  talking  about  the  rcotc 

W*  shaD  see,  fairest  lady. 


CT   II. 


Tosca 

(slowly,  smiling  ironically) 

Thus,  if  I  wish  to  please  you, 
I  must  tell  you  untruths  ? 

Scarpia 

No  ;  by  truthfulness  only  he  may 
be  spared  an  hour  of  anguish... 

Tosca 

An  hour  of  anguish  ?  (surprised) 

What  do  you  mean  ? 

What  is  happening  in  that  chamber  f 

Scarpia 

The  laws  are  there  enforced,  to  the  letter, 

Tosca 

Oh,  God  I  and  how?... 

Scarpia 

(with  ferocious  sternness; 

Bound  hand  and  foot,  your  lover  there  lies 
prostrate,  a  fillet  of  steel  encircling  his  te 
from  which  a  jet  of  hot  blood 
spurts  out  at  ev'ry  denial ! 

Tosca 

(tottering  to  her  feet) 

'Tis  not  true  !     What  a  fiendish  mVent&ak« 

(Cavaradossi  groans  deeply) 

A  groan  ?     Have  mercy  ! 

Scarpia 
Speak  out,  and  save  him. 

Tosca 

Yes,  yes...  but  release  him  ! 

Scarpia 

(turning  towards  the  entranc*  M4 

Sciarrone,  loosen  him  ! 

Sciarrone 

(appearing  at  the  threshold) 

Quite  ? 

Scarpia 

Quite. 

(Sciarrone  re-enters  the  torture-chambfir,  ejeeing  tM4»g3? 

4nd  n*w,  tell  me  the  trutk 
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ACT  U. 

Tosca 

Let  me  see  him  !... 

Scarpia 
No! 

Tosca 

$rj  degrees  succeeds  in  approaching  the  door,  and  «cia»mc,> 

Mario  1 

Cavaradossl 

(from  within,  in  pain) 

Tosca ! 

Tosca 
Are  they  hurting  you  still  ? 

Cavaradossl 
No,  take  courage.     Silence  !     Pain  I  despise  I, 

Scarpia 
And  now  speak  out,  fair  Tosca, 

Tosca 

(firmly) 

I  know  nothing  ! 

Scarpia 

That  test  was  not  sufficient  ?••« 
If  not,  we  can  repeat  it... 

(walks  towards  the  docrwftf) 

Tosca 

(Interposing  hersell  between  Scarpia  aad  the  3a&i 

No  !  you  shall  not ! 

Scarpia 
Will  you  speak  out,  then  ? 

Tosca 

No !  ae  f  ** 

Ah  !  monster,  you  have  hurt  him  ;  yo^ 
demon  incarnate,  you  will  kill  him  U- 

Scarpia 

Your  obstinate  silence  'tis  that 
hurts  him  worse  than  I  do.     aaugnaj 
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ACT   I! 


Tosca 

You  laugh,  wretch  ...  you  laugh  at  his  anguish  ! 

Scarpia 

(enthusiastically) 

More  tragical  Tosca  was  ne'er  on  the  stage  1 

,fo»ca  withdraws  from  Scarpia,    who   turn,    towards    Spolctta  In  a    transport    of    too** 
*  exclaiming  loudly) 

Throw  open  the  doors  ; 
Let  her  hear  him  complaining  1 

(Spoletta  opens  the  door  and  stands  stiffly  by  the  threshold) 

Cavaradossi 

(from  within) 

I  defy  youl... 

Scarpia 

(to  Robertl) 

Harder,  still  harder  ! 

Cavaradossi 

I  defv  you  I 

Scarpia 

(to  Tosca) 

Speak  out  then  ! 

Tosca 

What  shall  I  say  ? 

Scarpia 

Now  —  quickly  1 

Tosca 

Ah  1    I  knOW  nothing  !  (desperately) 

Ah  !  must  I  tell  lies  > 
Scarpia 

(insisting) 

Say,  where  is  Angelotti  ? 

Tosca 

No! 

Scarpia 
Say,  where  is  Angelotti  ?     Speak  out  you  shall  I 
Say,  where  have  you  hidden  him  ? 


35 


ACT  II. 

Tosca 

Ah  !  do  not  urge  me  !     Ah  !  pray  have  pity  9 

Scarpia 

Speak ! 
Ta^ry  no  longer  !     Where  is  he  ? 

Tosca 

Ah  !  torment  me  no  longer  I     Have  mere?, 
I  pray,  I  can  no  more  I     »;M*Ho  grown) 

v&*  ft  sign  from  Scarpia,  Spolctta  allows  Tosca  to  approach  the  open  door  ;  korrof-attisfees  by 
what  she  neet,  she  advances  towards  Cavaradossi  and,  standing  by  the  door  of  Use  tortur> 
dswnbcr,  exclaims  distractedly) 

Mario  1  permit  me  to  tell  him  ! 
Cavaradossi 

(hit  voice  broken  by  pain) 

No! 

Tosca 

But  hear  me — I  can  no  more  I 

Cavaradossi 

Woman,  what  know'st  thou  ?     What  canst  thou  say  ? 

Scarpia 

{Inftaristcd  by  Cavaradossi's  utterances,  and  fearing  that  they  srey  ascogrsge  Toacs  to  kssee 
£tesc*,  eaclairns  aloud  to  Spoletta) 

Compel  him  to  be  silent ! 

Spoletta  enters  the  torture-chamber,  from  which  he  promptly  emerge*,  while  Tosca.  overcome 
by  emotion,  falls  back  on  the  sofa,  and  appeals  in  a  tremulous  voice  to  ScarnU,  whe  stands  by 
impassively  and  silently) 

Tosca 

Have  I  ever  done  you  wrong  > 

It  is  I  whom  you  torture  thus  basely,  whom  yoo 

torture  cruelly,  yes,  cruelly,  cruelly  torture  I 

(bursts  into  convulsive  sobs) 

(•gpoietta,  kneeling,  mutters  a  Latin  prayer.  Scarpia,  profiting  by  Tosca's  prostration,  goe3  up  t« 
the  door  of  the  torture-chamber  and  signals  Roberti  to  recommence  operations.  Caravadoeti 
niters  a  strident  and  prolonged  cry  of  pain,  whereupon  Tosca  rises  frero  the  sofa,  and  in  i 
stifled  voice  says  hurriedly  to  Scarpia) 

The  well  ...  in  the  garden  ... 
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ACT    II. 

Scarpia 
There  is  Angelotti  ? 

Tosca 

(choking) 

Yes  I 
Scarpia 

Jloodiy.  towards  the  torture-chamber; 

That  will  do,  Roberti. 

Sciarrone 

(appearing  at  the  door) 

He  has  fainted  1... 

Tosca 
Vile  assassin  I     Now  let  me  see  him... 

Scarpia 
Quick,  carry  him  hither  1 

Sr*%oe  him.    Sdarroe,  th«  Judge,  Roberti  and  the  C  erk  exeunt  C.  ,   Spoletta 
JJataleiMin  behind,  in  obedience  to  a  ilgn  made  by  Scarpia) 

Cavaradossi 

FloriaJ..* 

Tosca 
Beloved... 

Cavaradossi 

'Tis  she  1 

Tosca 

How  thou  hast  suffered,  heart  of  my  heart 
But  the  brutal  tyrant  shall  suffer  too  ! 

Cavaradossi 
Tosca,  did  I  say  aught  ? 

Tosca 
No,  my  love... 

Cavaradossi 


Really!... 


Tosca 

NTo! 
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Scarpia 

(loudly  and  authoritatively  to  Spoletta) 

In  the  well  of  the  garden— Go,  Spoletta 

(Exit  Spoletta'  . 

Cavaradossi 

(rises  threateningly) 

Thou  hast  betrayed  me  ! 

(falls  backwards,  overcome) 

Tosca 

(embracing  him  passionately) 

Mario  ! 
Cavaradossi 

(trying  to  push  her  away) 

Be  accursed  ! 

Tosca 

Mario  ! 

(enter  Sciarrone,  much  perturbed) 

Sciarrone 

Excellency,  dreadful  tidings  !... 

Scarpia 

(surprised) 

What  has  happened  ?     Tell  me  quickly  ! 

Sciarrone 

The  Royal  troops  have  been  defeated... 
Scarpia 

How  defeated  ?     When  ?     Where  ? 

Sciarrone 

At  Marengo... 

Scarpia 

(impatiently 

Wretched  dullard  ! 

Sciarrone 

Bonaparte  won  the  day!... 
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ACT  II. 


Scarpia 

Mclas  I... 

Sciarrone 

No  I     Mclas  was  routed  ! 

•   .  ,„vi,tv  ravaradossi  has  listened  to  Sciarrones  announcemant*  ml  hi 

!^SStfa^™».  Scarpia  «««**»> 

Cavaradossi 

(enthusiastically) 

Victory  !     Victory ! 
Thou  spirit  of  vengeance,  awake  ! 
Let  tyrants  and  myrmidons  quake ! 
Freedom,  brandish  thy  glaive  and 
3trike  down  thy  enemies  1 
Tosca 

(in  despair,  endeavouring  to  quiet  Cavaradossi} 

Mario  !     Silence,  in  pity  to  me  I 
Cavaradossi 

Raise  thy  clarion  voice  I 

Bid  a  sad  world  rejoice  1 

Tremble,  Scarpia,  thou  butcherly  hypocrite  ! 

Scarpia 

(staring  cynically  at  Cavaradossi  and  smiling  sarcastically) 

Bravado  1     Boaster  !     I  hate  thee  1 
Thy  carcase  soon  shall  swing, 
a  senseless  lump  of  clay  1     Away, 
doomed  traitor,  the  hangman  awaits  thee  ! 
Now  carry  him  away  ! 

iSciarronc  and  the  agents  seize  Cavaradossi,  and  drag  him  toward,  tta 

Tosca 

(resisting  with  all  her  strength) 

Mario,  with  thee  !  ... 

Scarpia 
Go,  dying  traitor,  go  ! 

Tosca 

(clinging  to  Mario,  and  brutally  thrust  back  by  the  agent*) 

Mario  !  with  thee  I... 

(endeavours  to  force  her  way  past  Scarpia, 

Scarpia 

(pushing  her  back,  and  closing  the  door) 

Not  yoni 


39 


ACT  II. 

II  *  .  -;. _ 

Tosca 

(gasping) 

I  conjure  you,  save  him  ! 

Scarpia 

I  ?  —  You  ! 

approaches  the  table,  as  though  to  resume  supping,  but  turns  back,  calm  and  suiltlofp 

My  poor  little  supper  was  interrupted. 

(seeing  Tosca  downcast  and  motionless,  still  near  the  door) 

Why  thus  disheartened  ?...     Come, 
sweet  sorrow-stricken  lady,  be  seated  here. 
Devise  with  me  some  plan  whereby 
we  may  contrive  to  save  him, 
and  then  ...  be  seated  ... 

(sits  down,  motioning  to  Tosca  to  do  the  like) 

we'll  talk  it  over. 

(polishes  a  wineglass  with  his  na^o,  and  fills  it  with  wine) 

Meanwhile,  this  cordial ...  'tis  wine  of  Spain  ... 
pray  taste  it,  'twill  raise  your  spirits. 


Tosca 

;ath 
she  : 

How  much  ? 


r.ts.  hcrs-if  opposite  Scarpia,  looking  at  him  steadfastly,  leaning  her  elbows  on  tae  tefe'w 
iii*din^  tier  lace.     Contemptuously  she  asks  him  :) 


Scarpia 

(imperturbably,  filling  his  glass) 

How  much 

Tosca 

Your  price,  man  ?  ... 

Scarpia 

(laughs) 

Venal,  my  enemies  call  me,  but  to  ladies  fair 
I  do  not  sell  myself  for  paltry  sums  of  money. 
No  !  if  my  plighted  Cealty  I  must  betray 
(emphatically)  I'll  choose  some  other  payment. 
This  hour  I've  long  awaited  !.  . 
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ACT  II. 


(excitedly) 

Goddess  of  song,  you  have  scorned  me  and  braved  me 
Twas  your  beauty  that  made  me  love  you,  'tis  your  hatred 

that  has  enslaved  me  ; 
When  I  saw  your  cheeks  bedewed  with  tears  of  consternation, 
Shed  by  lustrous  eyes  that  fiercely  sparkled  with  scorn  and 

detestation, 
When  you  clung  to  your  lover  like  an  amorous  tigress, 
Ah  !  'twas  at  that  hour  I  vowed  thou  shouldst  be  mine. 

Scarpia 

(following  her) 

Mine,  wholly  mine  ! 

Tosca 

(terrified,  rushes  to  the  window  and  clings  to  It) 

No  1  far  rather  will  I  kill  myself ! 
Scarpia 

(coldly) 

Your  Mario's  life  I'll  hold  in  pawn  for  yours  I 

Tosca 
Think  you  that  I  will  contract  so  hideous  a  bargam  I 

<tb<  Id*  of  appealing  to  the  Queen  occurs  to  her,  and  she  hurries  toward.  the  do**) 

Scarpia 

(divining  her  thoughts) 

I  will  not  force  you  to  stay. 

(draws  aside) 

You  are  free  to  go,  fair  lady  ; 

(Tosea  is  joyfully  leaving  the  room  when  Scarpia,  laughing  Ironically,  Stays  fee?  wH&8 

but  your  hope  is  fallacious... 

It  were  vain  to  ask  our  gracious  Queen 

to  pardon  a  dead  man  1 

flue,  turns  back  terror-stricken  and,  staring  at  Scarpia  r«um*  he*  MSk  WftafSaSfiV^ 
1  tuSs  heVeyes  away  with  a  look  of  supreme  disgust  and  hatred) 

How  you  detest  me  ! 

Tosca 

(with  loathing  and  contempt) 

Idol 

Scarpia 

(approaching  her) 

Tis  thus,  'tis  thus  I  love  you  1 


4i 


&■- 


ACT  II. 

Tosca 

(exasperated) 

Do  not  touch  me,  you  demon  ! 

I  hate  you,  you  coward,  you  villain  1 

5carpia 

(approaching  her  still  nearer) 

What  matter  ?     Hatred  like  yours 
and  love  are  kindred  passions  1 

Tosca 

Villain ! 

(shrinking  behind  the  table) 

Scarpia 

(pursuing  her} 

Mine! 

Tosca 

Help! 

(both  are  stayed  by  the  sound  of  distant  drurusf 

Scarpia 

Listen  to  the  drums  approaching  ; 

leading  the  escort  of  men  about  to  die  on  the  scaffold. 

And  time  is  passing.     Know  you  what  dismal 

preparations  my  people  are  completing  ? 

There...  (pointing  to  window)  they  have 

raised  up  a  gallows-tree. 

(Tosca  shudders  in  terror  and  despair.     Scarpia  approaches  b*r> 

'Tis  your  will,  then,  that  your  fond  lover 
should  die  in  another  brief  hour  ? 

Broke;,  down  by  grief,  Tosca  falls  back  on  the  sofa.    Scarpia  ieans  against  a  conwr  srf  «:**  tsjgfc 
pours  out  coffee,  and  drinks  it,  with  bis  eyes  6xed  aper  ToscaJ 
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ACT  II.  

Tosca 

(mournfully) 

Love  and  music,  these  have  I  lived  for, 

nor  ever  have  harmed  a  living  being... 

The  poor  and  distressful,  times  without  number, 

by  stealth,  I  have  succoured... 

Ever  a  fervent  believer,  my  humble  prayers 

have  been  offered  up  sincerely  to  the  saints  ; 

ever  a  fervent  believer,  on  the  altar  flowers  I've  laid.., 

In  this,  my  hour  of  sorrow  and  bitter  tribulation, 

oh  1  heavenly  Father,  why  dost  Thou  forsake  me  ? 

Jewels  I  gave  to  bedeck  Our  Lady's  mantle  ; 

I  gave  my  songs  to  the  starry  hosts 

in  tribute  to  their  brightness... 

In  this,  my  hour  of  grief  and  bitter  tribulation, 

why,  Heavenly  Father,   vhy  hast  Thou  forsaken  me  ? 

Scarpia 

What  say  you  ? 

Tosca 

(resolutely) 

No! 

Scarpia 

Forget  not  that  time  flieth  swiftly  ! 

Tosca 

(kneeU  before  Scarpia) 

Must  I,  kneeling,  beg  for  mercy  ? 

Behold  me,  pleading  here  at  your  feet  for  pity. 

Hear  me  !     Grant  my  entreaty  I 

Let  me  not  implore  you  vainly  I      (desperately,  yd  ™ 

Scarpia 

Too  lovely  art  thou,  Tosca,  and  too  enchanting 
to  be  resisted.     I  have  the  worst  of  the  bargain  \ 
a  life  I  barter  against  a  n?aute  of  thy  favour  ! 
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Tosca 
Go! 

(rising  scornfully) 

You  make  me  shudder  !     Go  1 

(a  knock  at  the  door) 

Scarpia 

Who's  there  ? 

/enter  Spoletta  in  haste  and  much  agitated) 

Spoletta 

Excellency,  Angelotti  swallowed  poison 
when  we  seized  him. 

Scarpia 

Tis  well  !     Let  them  hang  up  his  corpse  on  the  gifobstf 
And  how  about  the  other  ? 

Spoletta 

You  mean  the  painter,  Cavaradossi ; 
4e  awaits  your  decision  ! 

Tosca 

(aside) 

Heaven  help  me  1 

Scarpia 

(to  Spoletta) 

A  moment... 

(to  Tosca,  softly) 

What  say  you  ? 

i«ht  oods  consei.tingly  ;  then,  weeping  for  very  shame,  she  buries  her  head  In  the  sofa  cushion^ 

Scarpia 

(to  Spoletta) 

Hearken... 
To«c« 

itnterrupting) 

But  he  must  be  set  free  on  the  instant  ! 

Scarpia 
I  fear  that  may  not  be.      I  dare  not  simply  release  him. 
It  must  be  believed  by  everyone  here  that  he  is  dead, 
(points  to  spoletta)    This  worthy  fellow  will  arrange  aJi... 
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Tosca 

Can  he  be  trusted  ? 

Scarp  i  a 

Trust  the  orders  I  shall  give  him, 

here,  in  your  presence. 

(turning  to  Spoictta)    Spoletta  1  shut  that  door, 

,3poletta  hastens  to  obey,  and  then  returns  to  Scarpia,  who  look*  fisa*>  &  &&», 
rtpeatedly  indicating  by  nods  that  he  understand*  hit  master'*  meaning) 

I  have  altered  my  purpose.     Cavarado  ssi 

will  be  shot  ...  pay  attention  ... 

just  as  we  did  in  the  case  of  Palmisrt.,. 


Spoletta 


An  execution, 


Scarpia 

(emphatically) 

Simulated  i  ...  As  we  did  in  the  case  of  Pulsate!  I 
Dost  understand  me  ? 

Spoletta 
I  understand  you. 

Scarpia. 

Gol 

Tosca 

(who  has  listened  eagerly,  IntemqttgMg} 

And  I  in  person  will  warn  him. 

Scarpia 

Be  it  so. 

(to  Spoletta,  pointing  at  Tosca) 

You  will  admit  her. 

Remember  :  (emphatically)  at  four  o'clocdu* 

Spoletta 

(emphatically) 

Yes.     Just  like  Palmieri... 

;*3it  Spoletta.     Scarpia,  standing  by  the  door,  listens  to  Spo'.etta's  retRKUas    asp* 
changing  hit  manner  and  expression,  he  turns  passion****'  to  Toeci ; 


45 


ACT   li.  |r 

"'■ '  — o  "  '  ■ 

Scarp  ia 
I  have  fulfilled  my  promise. 

Tosca 
Not  entirely.     I  must  have  a  safe-conduct 
enabling  me  to  quit  the  country  with  him. 

Scarpia 

(politely  remonstrating 

You  really  mean  to  leave  us  ? 
Tosca 

(positively) 

Yes,  for  ever ! 

Scarpia 

It  shall  be  as  you  desire. 

(goes  to  tht  desk  and  begins  to  write  ;  breaks  off  la  order  to  a&l  Tossa  4 

By  which  road  will  you  travel  ? 

Tosca 

By  the  shortest ! 

Scarpia 
Civitavecchia  ? 

Tosca 

Yes. 

snile  Scarpia  is  writing,  Tosca  approaches  the  table  and,  with  a  trembling  band,  takes  *c  tfee 
.•lass  filled  with  wine  for  her  by  Scarpia  ;  and  as  she  raises  it  to  her  lips,  perceives  a  sharp- 
pointed  knife  lying  on  the  table-cloth.  She  casts  a  rapid  glance  at  Scarpia,  still  occupied  at 
the  desk,  and  with  infinite  caution  takes  possession  of  the  knife,  which  she  hides  behind  bar. 
leaning  on  the  table  and  carefully  watching  Scarpia.  who,  having  finished  writing  tbe  s*«f 
conduct,  folds  it  up,  and  advances  towards  Tosca  with  open  arms,  intending  to  embrace  aer> 

Scarpia 
Tosca,  at  last  thou  art  mine  !... 

(otters  a  terrible  cry,  as  she  stabs  him  full  In  the  breast,  and  then  groans  deeply) 

Thou  accurst  one  I 

Tosca 

(violently) 

It  is  thus  that  Tosca  kisses  ! 
Scarpia 

(hoarsely) 

Help  me  I     I'm  dying  ! 

(strives  to  lay  hold  of  Tosca's  dress  ;  she  draws  back  hon  »f-»tiicken) 

Heto! 
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(Toaca,  between  Scarpla  and  i  the  table,  and  fearing  that  he  will  lay  hold  of  her,  thrusts 
rough??  from  her.    He  falls,  groaning  and  well  nigh  choked  by  blood) 

Ah  I 

Tosca 

(pitilessly) 

Are  you  stifling  with  blood  ? 

Scarpia 
Help  me ! 

(struggles  Ineffectually  to  rise,  clutching  at  the  sofa) 

I'm  dying  1 

Tosca 

And  done  to  death  by  a  woman  I 
Say,  what  mercy  didst  thou  show  me  ? 
Canst  thou  still  hear  me  ? 

I  Scarpia  makes  a  final  effort,  and  falls  backwards) 

Answer  1     Look  at  me  !    Scarpia,  I  am  Tosca  I ! 
Your  victims'  blood  chokes  you  I 

(bending  over  Scarpia's  face) 

Die,  thou  accurst  one  !     Perish  I 


Ah 


Scarpia 

(all  but  voiceless) 


(expires^ 

Tosca 

He  is  dead  !     Now  I  forgive  him  ! 

without  taking  her  eyes  off  Scarpia's  corpse,  she  goes  to  the  table,  dips  a  napkin  in  the  water- 
jug,  and  washes  her  Angers  ;  then  arranges  her  hair  before  the  looking-glass.  Remembering 
the  safe-conduct,  she  looks  for  it  on  the  desk  and,  not  finding  it,  searches  elsewhere.  At  last 
she  perceives  it,  clutched  in  the  clenched  fingers  of  Scarpia,  and  lifts  up  his  arm,  which  she 
lets  fall,  stiff  and  stark,  when  she  has  possessed  herself  of  the  safe-conduct,  which  she  hides  in 
her  bosom.  She  then  constrains  herself  to  contemplate  Scarpia's  dead  body  ;  she  extinguishes 
the  lights  on  the  supper-table,  and  is  about  to  leave  when,  seeing  one  of  the  candles  on  the 
desk  still  burning,  the  takes  it,  and  with  It  lights  the  other  candle) 

Tosca 
And,  yesterday,  trembling  Rome 
ray  prostrate  at  his  feet  1 

places  one  candle  to  the  right  of  Scarpia's  head,  and  the  other  to  the  left ;  again  looks  round 
ber,  and  seeing  a  crucifix  hanging  on  the  wall,  takes  it  down  and,  kneeling,  places  it  reverently 
*i  the  breast  of  the  corpse.  Roil  of  distant  drums,  and  slow  curtain.  Tosca  rises  and  departs 
aatiously,  closing  the  door  after  her) 

End  of  Act  II 
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5ccne :  A  Piaitui'm  of  Castle  Sant.  Angelo. 

A  casemate,  furnished  with  a  table  (on  which  stand  a  lantern,  a  huge 
register  book,  and  writing  materials),  a  bench,  and  a  stool.  Suspended 
to  one  of  the  walls,  a  crucifix  and  votive  lamp.  R.  A  trapdoor  opening 
on  a  flight  of  steps  leading  to  the  platform  from  below.  The  Vatican 
and  St.  Peter's  are  depicted  on  the  back  cloth.  Night  time.  Clear  sky 
studded  with  stars.  Sheep  bells  jangle  afar  off,  then  gradually  nearei 
and  nearer. 


A  Shepherd 

(In  the  distance) 

Day  now  is  breaking, 

The  weary  world  awaking... 

(the  bells,  still  more  distant,  tinkle  irregularly) 

Lending  new  sorrow 

And  sadness  to  the  morrow. 

(the  tinkling  of  the  sheep  belis  dies  away  gradually) 

If  you  could  prize  me, 

To  live  I  might  try, 
But  if  you  despise  me, 

I  may  as  well  die  ! 

(a  dim,  grey  light  heralds  the  approach  of  dawn) 
(Afar  off,  the  church  bells  begin  ringing  for  matins.  Enter  jailer,  bearing  &  lantern.  H» 
tmergcs  from  the  trapdoor,  enters  the  casemate,  and  lights,  first  the  lamp  suspended  beneath  th« 
crucifix,  and  then  the  lantern  standing  on  the  table.  Advancing  to  the  parapet  of  the  platform 
he  leans  over  it  and  looks  down  into  the  courtyard  to  see  if  the  firing  party,  told  off  to  escort  the 
condemned  man,  has  arrived.  Meeting  a  sentry,  who  is  on  guard  within  the  precincts  of  the 
platform,  and  having  exchanged  a  few  words  with  him,  the  jailer  returns  to  the  casemate, 
where  he  sits  down  and  waits,  half  asleep.  An  infantry  picket,  commanded  by  a  sergeant,  and 
in  charge  of  Cavaradossi,  ascends  to  the  platform.  The  men  are  halted,  and  the  sergeant 
conducts  Cavaradossi  to  the  casemate,  which  Cavaradossi  enterB.  The  jailer,  seeing  the  sergeant 
rises  and  salute6,  whereupon  the  sergeant  hands  him  a  paper,  which  the  jailer  examines.  Then, 
•eating  himself  at  the  table,  the  jailer  opens  the  register  book  and  writes  In  It  while  InterrogaUng 
Cavaradossi. 

Jailer 

Mario  Cavaradossi  ? 

(Cavaradossi  nods  affirmatively) 

Please  sign. 

*o  the  sergeant,  handing  him  the  pen.     The  sergeant  signs  the  register-book  and  deece 
steps,  followed  by  the  picket.    Bell) 

You  have  an  hour  ... 

(to  Cavaradossi) 

A  holy  father  is  nigh,  at  your  disposal  »«• 
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Cavaradossl 

No.     But  let  me  entreat  you  to  do  me  a  favour  ,.. 

Jailer 
If  possible  ... 

Cavaradossl 

I  leave  behind  me  one  whom  I  cherish  fondly. 
Can  you  grant  me  leave  to  write  a  few 
words  to  her  ?     Nothing  is  left  of  all 
that  I  possessed  but  this  little  ring  ... 

(takes  a  ring  off  hia  finger) 

If  you  will  pledge  your  word  to  convey 
my  last  farewell  to  her  safely,  it  is  yours... 

Jailer 

(after  a  little  hesitation,  accepts  the  ring,  and  iignals  Cavaradossl  to  be  seated  at  the  labia) 

Write  your  letter. 

(tits  down  on  the  bench.    Cararadossl  Is  lost  In  thought,  from  which  ne  rouses  himself  to  write 
After  tracing  a  te^Ho**  ragrossed  by  memories  of  the  pa8t,  he  ceases  writing) 

Cavaradossl 

(thinking  aloud) 

When  the  stars  were  brightly  shining 

And  faint  perfumes  the  air  pervaded, 
Creaked  the  gate  of  the  garden, 

And  a  footstep  its  precincts  invaded, 
'Twas  her's,  the  fragrant  creature, 
In  her  soft  arms  she  clasped  me 
With  sweetest  kisses,  tenderest  caresses, 
A  thing  of  beauty,  of  matchless  symmetry  in  form  and 

feature  ! 
My  dream  of  love  is  now  dispelled  for  ever  ; 
I  lived  uncaring, 
And  now  I  die  despairing  P 
Yet  ne'er  was  life  so  dear  to  me,  no,  never  1 
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(bursts  into  tear*,  covering  hi*  face  with  his  hands.  Enter  Spoletta  through  the  trapdoor, 
accompanied  by  Tosca  and  followed  by  the  sergeant,  who  carries  a  lantern.  Spoletta  points  osrf 
to  Tosca  where  she  will  find  Cavaradossi,  and  then  beckons  to  the  jailer,  with  whom  iao*  tfe 
sergeant  he  re-descends  the  steps,  not  without  having  given  orders  to  a  sentry  on  guard  at  flee 
back  of  the  stage  to  keep  close  watch  upon  the  prisoner.  Tosca,  who  meanwhile  has  been 
manifestly  in  a  state  of  violent  agitation,  sees  Cavaradossi  weeping,  rushes  up  to  him,  and— 4 
unable  to  speak  for  sheer  emotion— lifts  his  head  with  both  hands,  showing  him  the  saf n  conduct 
On  perceiving  her  he  starts  to  his  feet  in  surprise,  and  then  reads  the  document  which  she  has 
i»and«4  to  him) 

Ah  !     Safe-conduct  to  Floria  Tosca 
and  to  the  gentleman,  her  companion. 

(In  unison  with  Tosca) 

Tosca 

(enthusiastically) 

Thou  art  free,  my  love  1 

Cavaradossi 

(perceiving  the  signature  of  the  document} 

Scarpia  showed  mercy  I 

Cooking  Intently  at  Tosca) 

Full  surely  his  first  concession  J.*. 
Tosca 

(puts  away  the  safe-conduct  in  ner  os& 

And  his  last  1 

^  Cavarados?1 

What  say'st  thou  ?... 

Tosca 

He  exacted  thy  life  or  my  love !... 

Entreaties  and  conjurations 
Were  vain.     The  saints  above 

Would  pay  no  heed  to  my  wild  invocation* 
He  said,  the  impious  monster,  "  Now  the 
gallows  tree  is  spreading  its  branches  gaily  1 H 
The  muffled  drums  were  sounding... 
He  laughed,  the  impious  monster,  laughed  loudly, 
hovering  round  his  quivering  prey  I  .. 
"Art  mine,  then?"     "Yesl" 
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Thus  I  avowed  myself  defeated. 

He  did  not  see  the  knife  I  had  secreted... 

He  signed  the  permit  that  sets  thee  free, 

and  gives  us  license  to  depart... 
The  glittering  blade  I  drove  into  his  heart  I 

Cavaradossi 

Thou  ? 
With  thine  own  hand  didst  thou  slay  him  ? 
Thou,  most  pious  and  merciful  of  souls  I 

Tosca 

Yes  ;  both  these  hands 

with  his  hot=blood  were  reeking  !... 

Cavaradossi 

(taking  her  hands  lovingly  in  his  own) 

Oh  !  gentle  hands,  so  pitiful  and  tender  ; 
Soft  hands,  designed  to  deck  luxuriant  tresses 
With  fragrant  rosebuds,  to  bestow  caresses, 
And  pray  for  Heaven's  grace  to  the  offender, 
To  you  the  Fates,  grim  ministers  of  death,  surre  i\dm 
Th'impassive  steel  that  base  injustice  represses 
By  you  was  dealt  the  blow  that  tyran.vy  suppresses 
Oh  !  gentle  hands,  so  delicate  and  tender  I 

Tosca 

(freeing  her  hands  from  his  grasp) 

Listen  ...  all  now  is  ready  ;    («how«  a  hand-bag) 
I  have  collected  my  jewels  and  money... 
a  carriage  is  in  waiting...  But  first— smile, 
dearest  love — you  must  submit  to  be  fired  at.., 
in  pretence,  of  course,  and  with  blank 
cartridges  ...  a  mere  mimic  execution. 
When  they  fire,  fall  down.     Then  the  soldiers 
will  retire  ...     We  shall  be  safe  then  I 
Once  in  Civitavecchia — 
aboard  of  a  lugger,  and  off  to  sea  I 

Cavaradossi 
We  are  free ! 

Tosca 
Free  are  we ! 
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Cavaradossi 

Free  are  we  I 

Tosca 

Free  and  happy  we  shall  be  !... 
Dost  thou  smell  the  scent  of  roses  ? 
Nature  silently  reposes 
While  dawn  the  secrets  of  night  discloses^ 

Cavaradossi 

The  sting  of  death  I  only  felt  for  thee,  love  ; 

From  thee  my  life  took  all  its  pride  and  pleasure 
The  world  without  thee  had  been  nought 
to  me,  love, 
Thou  wert  my  joy,  my  glory,  and  my  treasure. 
The  brightening  of  the  skies,  and  eke 
their  darkening, 
In  thy  refulgent  eyes  will  be  reflected, 
Sweet  sounds  will  reach  mine  ears  when  thou 
art  hearkening, 
Just  as  thou  art,  so  shall  I  be,  joyous  or  dejected. 

Tosca 

And  Love,  to  whom  is  due  thy  life's  redemption, 

Will  be  our  guide  on  land,  our  pilot  on  the  ocean. 
Peace  shall  be  ours,  from  worldly  cares  exemption, 
Until,  united  in  some  sphere  celestial, 

Fluttering  like  fleecy  clouds  ever  in  motion 

(the  gazes  fixedly,  as  though  seeing  a  vision) 

We  shall  soar  high  above  the  globe  terrestial. 

(recalled  to  the  realities  of  the  situation,  she  looks  around  uneasily) 

And  they  come  not  I 

(to  Cavaradossi  with  anxious  tenderness) 

Remember  that  you  must  fall  on  the 
instant  at  which  the  soldiers  fire !... 

Cavaradossi 

(sadly) 

Do  not  fear,  love.     I  shall  fall  at  the 
right  wvoment,  and  quite  correctly. 
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Tosca 

(Insisting) 

But  pay  attention  ;  take  care  not  to 
hurt  yourself  !     'Tis  only  a  stage-trick  ; 
1  should  know  how  to  do  it... 

CavaradosAi 

(Interrupting,  draws  her  towards  him) 

Speak  once  again  of  thyself,  of  thy  lover,  who 
listens  to  thy  dulcet  accents  with  rapture  I 

TosC 

fees' •        ./) 

When  once  we  shall  ^e  free,  how 

joyously  we  will  wander  through  a  world  radiant, 

harmonious,  sublime — the  planet  of  love  I... 

Together 

(in  unison) 

Farewell,  pain  I 
Every  feeling 
Now  is  revealing 

Heavenly  bliss  and  perfect  joy... 
Our  cares  were  idle  and  vain, 
Now  gladness  is  ours 
Gladness  without  alloy ! 

;  Anter,  through  the  trap-door,  a  firing  party  ot  soldiers,  commanded  by  an  officer,  who  parades 
U  at  the  back  of  the  stage,  Spoletta.  the  sergeant,  and  the  jailer  follow  him.  Spoletta  impsrU 
the  necessary  instructions.    The  sky  brightens  ;  day  is  dawning ) 

Tosca 

Thine  eyes  I'll  fondly  close  with  countless  kisses, 
and  loving  words  Til  whisper  in  thine  ears... 

Jailer 

Your  time  is  come  ! 

approaches  Cava;  aJossi  and  points  to  the  officer,  taking  off  his  cap  ,  then  picks  up  tbe  regies 
of  condemned  prisoners,  and  exit  through  trap  door.    The  church  clocks  strike  4  a.m.) 

Cavaradossi 

I'm  ready  I 
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Tosca 

(in  •  low  voice,  suppressing  her  laughter) 

Now  remember...  as  soon  as  they  fire...  downl 
Cavaradossi 

(speaking  under  his  breath,  and  laughing) 

Down! 

Tosca 
On  no  account  must  you  rm  antil  I  call  you* 

Cavaradossi 

No,  beloved. 

Tosca 

And  fall  down  lightly. 

Cavaradossi 

Just  iike  La  Tosca  on  the  stage. 

Tosca 

(seeing  him  smile)) 

You  must  not  laugh... 

Cavaradossi 

(gravely) 

Like  this  ? 

Tosca 

Like  that. 

(Cavaradossi  follows  (he  officer  after  having  taken  leave  of  Tosca,  who  remains  In  the  casemsii 
V^sg  up  3  position  L.,  from  which  she  can  see  what  takes  place  on  the  platform) 

Tosca 

(watching  the  officer  and  sergeant,  who  lead  Cavaradossi  up  to  the  wall  facing  her) 

This  delay  is  vexatious  ! 

What  are  they  waiting  for  now  ?... 

The  sun  is  now  rising... 

{The  sergeant  offers  to  bandage  Cavaradossi's  eyes  ;    smiling,  Cavaradossi   declines.      Tfcasi 
lugubrious  preliminaries  weary  Tosca's  patience) 

'Tis  but  a  farce,  I  know... 
Yet  this  anxiety  is  dreadful  I... 
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and  sergsant  draw  up  the  firing-party  In  readiness  for  the  word  of  command) 

At  last  1  they  are  priming  their  muskets. 

[seeing  Uiat  the  officer  it  about  to  lower  his  sword,  she  stop*  her  ears  with  her  hands  In  orde> 
actio  bear  the  explosion,  and  nods  to  Cavaradossi  as  a  signal  that  he  is  to  fall) 

How  handsome  is  my  Mario  I 

(The  officer  lowers  bis  sword,  and  the  soldiers  firs) 

There  !     Die  now  I 

•  (seeing  Cavaradossi  prostrate,  she  kisses  her  hand  to  him* 

How  well  he  acts  it ! 


/The  sergeant  Inspects  the  body  carefully.  Spoletta  hinders  him  from  giving  the  customary 
t»uf  de  grace.  The  officer  ranges  his  men  in  single  Ale,  the  sergeant  relieves  the  sentry  C,  and 
the  whole  party,  preceded  by  Spoletta,  passes  through  the  trapdoor  and  down  the    steps. 


Tosca  has  watched  their  every  movement  anxiously,  fearing  that  Cavaradossi   may   loss 
patience,  and  move  or  speak  prematurely) 

Oh  !  Mario,  do  not  move  yet... 
lie  quietly  ...  silence  ! 

(when  they  have  left  the  platform,  she  runs  to  the  trap-door  and  stands  by  tt,  listening  in 
trepidation) 

They  are  going...  going  down...  down  i 

(fancying  that  she  hears  the  soldiers  returning  to  the  platform,  shs  turns  again  to 

Not  yet,  I  prithee...  move  not  yet... 

(she  leans  cautiously  over  the  parapet,  looking  downward) 

Now  get  up  I 

(again  approaching  Cavaradossi) 

Mario !     Up  quickly  !     Away ! 

(touching  him) 

Up  t  up  t    Mario ! 

(uncovering  the  corpse) 

•  Ah  I  (desperately)  Murdered  1 

Oh  t  Mario  ;  murdered ! 

(sighing  and  sobbing) 

Thou?...  and  thus?... 

(throwing  herself  upon  the  body) 

That  thou  shouldst  end  thus  I 

(agonised  by  grief) 

What  shall  become  of  Floria  ? 

Beloved  Mario,  what  is  life  without  thee  ? 

(embracing  the  body) 

Thou  I  murdered  1 

<OtjMriMot  Spoletta,  Sdarrone,  Soldiers,  Ac.,  are  heard  afar  off,  jj—att  the  stag*) 

Sciarrone 
1  tell  you,  stabbed  to  death  I 
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ACT  IIL 

Spoletta  and  Chorus 

Scarpia  ? 

Sciarrone 

Scarpia ! 

Tosca 

(weeping)  % 

Mano  I  What  shall  become  of  Fiona  ? 

Spoletta 
'Twas  Tosca  killed  him  ! 

(approaching  closer  and  closer) 

Sciarrone  and  Chorus 

She  must  not  escape  I 

Keep  watch  on  the  foot  of  the  staircase  I 

Tosca,  weeping  bitterly,  falls  upon  Cavaradossi's  corpse.    Great  noise  under  the  stage.    Spoletta 
and  Sciarrone  issue  from  the  trapdoor.) 

Sciarrone 

(pointing  out  Toaoa  to  Spoletta) 

'Tis  she  I 

Spoletta 

Ah  !  Tosca,  thou  shalt  pay  full  dearly  for  his  life... 

(rushes  at  Tosca,  who  thrusts  him  back  so  violently  that  he  ail   but   falls  prostrate.     She  Usaa 
springs  upon  the  parapet  of  the  terrace.) 

Tosca 

With  my  own  !...     Oh  !  Scarpia, 
we  shall  meet  on  High  ! 

(throws  herself  into  space.  Sciarrone  and  the  soldiers  emerge  from  the  staircase  ia  confusion, 
rush  to  the  parapet  and  lean  over  it,  looking  downward,  Spoletta.  horror-stricken,  i  email* 
stationary). 

Quick  Curtain. 
FINIS. 
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AMATEUR  OPERATIC    SOCIETIES 

G.  RlCORDl  &  Co.,  the  largest  publishers  of  Operatic 
Music  in  the'  world,  invite  applications  from  Amateur 
Societies  with  regard  to  performances  of  their  celebrated 
Operas,    Ballets,    Oratorios,    etc. 


CONDUCTORS    OF    ORCHESTRAL    SOCIETIES,    ETC. 

are  invited  to  apply  for  lists  of  Symphonic  Works  by 
celebrated  Modern  Composers  —  Respighi,  Zandonai, 
Pick-Mangiagalli,  Casella,  Malipiero,  Pizzetti,  etc.,  etc. 


PROFESSORS  AND  STUDENTS  OF  ORCHESTRATION 

should  write  for  the  special  list  of  Miniature  Full 
Scores  of  Orchestral  Works,  which  also  includes  Scores 
of  Complete  Operas  by  Puccini,  Verdi,  Ponchielli, 
Boito,  Mascagni,  Zandonai,  Pizzetti,  Respighi,  etc. 


For  lists  of  all  types  and  grades  of  musical  publications -apply  to  : 

G.  RICORDI  &  CO.,  271,  Regent  Street,  London,  W.l 
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TOSGA 

Grand  Opera  in  Three  Acts,  by  GIAGOMO  PUCCINI 


Nt-j 


Vocal    Score  -  Complete  Opera  with  English  and  Italian  words  N10  * 

Pianoforte  Score  -  Complete  Opera  -  -  -  _     0     0 

Book  of  Words      -  Complete  Opera.      English  Text  -  -     1     0 


VOCAL 


Separate  Arias  (English  and  Italian  Words) 

Act  I.     Cavaradossi's  Solo  : 

'  Strange  Harmony  of   Contrasts  " 
(Recondita  Armonia) 

Act  I.     Tosca's  Love  Idyll  : 

( u  In  secret  hidden  from  care  "  (Non 
j       la  sospiri) 


Keys. 


Act  II.     Tosca's  Prayer  : 

f '  Love   and    Music  "    (Vissi  d'arte 
1       vissi  d'amore) 


Act  III.     Cavaradossi's  Solo  : 

[u  When    the    Stars    were    brightly 
{       shining  "  (E  lucevan  le  stelle)     - 


F  Oi 


Di?  Orig. 
C  Trans. 


Eb  Orig. 
D  Trans. 


Compass. 


F— Bb 


F— Bb 

E— A 


Eb— Bb 
D— A 


B  mm.  Orig.  |   F£— A 
A  min.Trans.  I   E— G 


INSTRUMENTAL 

Selection  for  Violin  and  Piano,   arranged  by  A.   Bachmanh 


ORCHESTRAL 

Grand   Selection  for  Full  Orchestra,   by  E.   Tavan  - 

This  celebrated  arrangement  can  be  played  by  any  lesser 
combination  which  includes   Piano  and   First  Violin 


PIANOFORTE  Nett 

s.       d. 

Selection  for  Pianoforte  Solo,   arranged  by  Charles  Godfrey,  Junr.  2     6 
Selection  for  Pianoforte  Solo,  arranged  by  E.  Tavan 

In  two  parts,  Full  Music  Size  with  Illustrated  Cover      each  part  2     6 

Gavotte  for  Pianoforte  (Act   II.)  arranged  by  S.   Alassio  -  2     0- 

"Vissi    d'arte,    vissi    d'amore,"    arranged    for    Pianoforte    Solo    by 

F.  Serra        -  -  -  -  -  .  -  -2/0 

"  E  lucevan  le  stelle/'  arranged  for  Pianoforte  Solo  by  C.  Corignani  f8 

Selection  for  Piano  Duet,   arranged  by  E.    Becucci  -  %     0 


Nett 
s.      d. 

-     8     0 


Nett 
s.      d. 
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